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Ya-Hoo 

Queen 


Ya-Hoo  scores  another  triumph,  this  time  with  the 
' aid  of  a lovely  young  freshman  who  may  be  unknown  to 
I one  or  two  of  the  people  on  campus,  but  certainly  not 
li  many  more.  Her  name  (for  the  benefit  of  the  one  or  two) 
I is  Judi  Anderson,  and  having  her  down  to  the  Ya-Hoo  of- 
I fice  was  a privilege  that  almost  made  the  whole  semester 
I worthwhile. 

Though  hailing  from  Woburn,  Judi  graduated  last  year 
l|  from  Sommerville  High  where  she  was  president  of  the 
lj  glee  club.  Speaker  of  the  House  on  Student  Government 
I Day,  and  a member  of  the  National  Honor  Society,  thus 
I exploding  the  theory  that  beautiful  girls  don't  have  any 
I brains. 

She  plans  to  spend  her  tour  years  in  Liberal  Arts,  and 
i hopes  to  get  into  "lots  of  activities  next  year.''  This  year 
i has  been  busy  enough  for  her,  what  with  the  freshman 
I musical  show,  being  queen  of  the  Military  Ball  and  Hon- 
I orary  Colonel,  etc. 


Ya-Hoo 


But  don't  think  that  all  Judi’s  honors  have  been  won 
here  on  this  campus.  No  sirree,  bob!  Last  year  she  was 
Miss  Mermaid  of  Hampton  Beach,  and  this  year  she  was 
runner  up  in  the  Miss  Press  Photographer  contest  and  came 
in  third  in  the  Miss  Boston  competition  held  this  month. 
Pretty  good  for  eighteen  years  old,  eh? 

Most  of  Judi’s  tastes  and  talents  run  to  music.  Rumor 
has  it  that  she  sings  like  a thrush  and  likes  the  type  of 
sounds  that  Frank  Sinatra  and  Doris  Day  turn  out.  When 
asked  her  opinion  of  the  progressive  movement  she  said 
that  the  modern  stuff  hangs  her  and  that  she  is  from  an- 
other school.  Music  has  to  take  a back  seat  in  the  summer, 
though,  for  Judi  is  also  the  outdoor  type,  and  gets  her 
kicks  from  swimming,  lacrosse  and  tennis  when  the  wea- 
ther is  warm. 

All  this  adds  up  to  quite  a gal.  She’s  going  to  be 
around  for  three  more  years  and  says  she  likes  to  dance. 
The  rest  is  up  to  you. 


Ya-Hoo  Queen 
Photographs  by 
Tom  Smith 


H^sTemA 


Slow  S^wuwn 

It  has  became  necessary  to  call  stu- 
dent attention  to  the  deplorable  lack 
of  spirit  and  imagination  that  has 
been  shown  this  spring  by  those  upon 
whom  Ya-Hoo  counted  for  the  an- 
nual spring  pranks  that  are  (or  where) 
becoming  as  much  a part  of  campus 
life  as  Red  Blasko  or  Dirty  Lil.  We 
look  forward  to  them  every  year  when 
the  weather  begins  to  turn  pleasant 
and  classes  drag.  Pranks,  as  long  as 
they  don’t  hurt  anyone  or  damage 
property,  definitely  belong,  and  spring 
is  the  time  for  them. 

At  this  writing,  however,  1956  has 
been  a sorry  failure  in  this  depart- 
ment. Several  feeble  attempts  have 
been  made,  such  as  the  walling  up  of 
KKG’s  front  door  and  painting  the 
ROTC  bulletin  board  (glass  and  all) 
black,  but  the  one  was  poorly  exe- 
cuted, and  the  other  involved  a will- 
ful damaging  of  property  that  cannot 
be  condoned.  Ringing  the  Spring  Day 
bells  on  the  wrong  day  stands  out  as 
the  best  bit  of  the  season.  That,  at 
least,  showed  guts  and  imagination. 
Of  course  it  ruined  our  Spring  Day, 
and  we  may  never  have  another  be- 
cause of  it,  but  a handful  of  people 
had  a good  time  doing  it  and  that’s 
something.  This  is  what  things  have 
come  to. 

It  hardly  seems  like  only  a year  ago 
that  four  hairy-legged  Chordettes  had 
the  whole  campus  laughing,  espec- 
ially since  two  of  them  are  still  around, 
but  we  tend  to  get  conservative  in  our 


old  age,  and  seniors  are  the  oldest  peo- 
ple we  know. 

This  is  not  meant  as  condemnation 
of  those  who  should  have  done  the 
work  so  much  as  an  appeal  to  those 
who  might  do  it  next  year,  and  an  of- 
fer of  all  the  assistance  this  organiza- 
tion can  provide,  within  the  limita- 
tions mentioned  above.  We  feel  that 
it  is  within  the  province  of  a humor 
magazine  to  lend  aid  in  this  type  of 
thing,  so  next  year  when  the  rivers 
break  up  and  the  robins  return,  rally 
’round  the  flag,  boys! 


S'kbL&h  (R&huwA! 

Having  been  on  campus  ourselves 
off-and-on  since  1949,  it  is  always  a 
source  of  pleasure  to  us  when  we  see 
an  old  school  chum  with  whom  we 
have  lost  contact  in  recent  years.  It 
was  in  this  spirit  that  we  received 
news  of  the  return  of  Gimple  Fiebish 
to  the  University  after  an  absence  of 
five  years. 

Possibly  there  is  no  one  here  at  the 
University  who  remembers  Mr.  Fie- 
bish from  his  student  days.  He  wasn't 
on  campus  for  more  than  three 
months,  he  was  rather  shy  and  retir- 
ing, and  it  is  to  be  assumed  that  most 
of  * the  people  who  were  here  then 
are  now  gone.  The  name  Gimple  Fie- 
bish hasn’t  been  heard  in  these  parts 
for  a long  time,  but  we  remember 
when  every  one  in  Umieland  who  was 
politically  aware  knew  of  the  young 
man,  for  it  was  in  campus  politics  that 


w 

he  won  reknown — not  because  he  was 
so  powerful,  but  because  he  was  the 
only  student  in  the  history  of  the 
school  to  kill  himself  over  a lost  elec- 
tion— or  so  we  were  led  to  believe  at 
the  time.  And  so  we  had  thought  until 
earlier  this  month  when  Fiebish  was 
seen  leaving  South  College  after  hav- 
ing been  granted  permission  to  return 
in  September. 

When  questioned  about  his  unus- 
ual behavior  of  six  years  ago  Fiebish 
told  us  that  he  was  so  hurt  over  hav- 
ing gotten  only  18  votes  in  the  elec- 
tion for  freshman  class  president 
(class  of  ’53)  that  he  at  first  con- 
templated suicide,  but  realizing  that 
the  loss  to  humanity  would  be  irrepar- 
able, he  merely  left  the  country  and 
had  an  accomplice  give  out  the  news 
of  his  death. 

Having  left  the  country  to  forget 
his  failure,  he  arrived  in  London 
early  in  1950  where  he  spent  six 
months  as  Chancellor  of  the  Excheq- 
uer, but  feeling  that  there  was  no 
future  in  it,  and  being  of  a somewhat 
delicate  conscience,  he  left  to  take  up 
the  duties  of  procurer  in  a Johanas- 
burg  brothel.  He  found  the  work 
interesting,  his  business  prospered,  and 
he  quickly  rose  to  the  top  of  his  pro- 
fession. But  the  wealth  that  he  was 
accumulating  had  little  meaning  for 
him,  for  the  thirst  for  knowledge  was 
still  with  him,  so  after  settling  his 
affairs  before  the  summer  slack  sea- 
son began,  he  returned  to  this  coun- 
try to  seek  readmission  to  his  old 
school. 

It  is  a different  Gimple  Fiebish 
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Ya-Hoo 


that  is  re-entering  in  September.  The 
shyness  has  been  replaced  by  an  air 
of  quiet  self-confidence.  We  tried  to 
get  him  to  comment  on  his  plans, 
but  he  shied  away  from  any  discus- 
sion of  his  possible  political  aspira- 
tions. It  was  our  impression,  how- 
ever, that  he  might  be  persuaded  to 
enter  the  lists  again  at  next  year’s 
freshman  elections.  It  is  to  be  hoped 
that  he  does,  for  this  campus  needs 
more  men  of  the  calibre  of  Gimple 
Fiebish.  It  can  use  his  professional 
services,  too. 

* * * 

Jh&  diappuy  JLmsz 

Finals  time  is  a week  that  we  al- 
ways look  forward  to  and  save  our 
money  for,  because  it  has  been  our 
experience  that  almost  nobody  does 
any  work  during  this  period.  The 
bon  vivant  like  ourselves  who  is  of- 
ten forced  to  drink  alone  can  always 
count  on  plenty  of  companionship 
during  the  last  week  of  any  semester 
as  books  are  thrown  in  a corner, 
grades  begin  to  nose-dive,  and  Pete 


down  at  the  Drake  looks  around  for 
extra  chairs.  This  is  the  happy  time, 
this  is  what  we  came  here  for,  so  the 
hell  with  studying.  Just  search 
through  the  smoke  at  Barsey’s  or  the 
Rathskellar  and  you’re  sure  to  find 
us,  flunking  out  again,  but  with  a 
smile. 

* * * 

U)iih  O.  JsiaA 

The  parlor  was  dark  and  the  door 
was  locked  so  we  came  up  the  back 
stairs.  Peeping  through  the  chintz  cur- 
tains, we  saw  Dirty  Lil  poring  over 
her  scrapbook,  daubing  slowly  at 
her  eyes  with  a tiny  lace  hanky.  See- 
ing where  our  duty  lay,  we  put  on  our 
best  smile  and  bounced  gaily  through 
the  French  windows  hoping  to  cheer 
her  up. 

"Well,  well,  and  why  so  glum? 
Spring  weekend  draws  apace  and  we 
have  to  do  our  little  parts  to  add  to 
the  gaiety." 

She  seemed  not  to  hear  us.  "They’re 
leaving,”  she  said  in  an  awed  tone. 
"They're  really  leaving.  The  Coop, 


Lazarus,  Mother  Cole,  Toke,  and  oh, 
goodness,  lots  more  people  who  I've 
called  my  friends  for  so  long." 

We  refused  to  be  saddened.  "The 
imports  alighting  from  train,  plane 
and  Greyhound;  beer,  fraught  with 
foam,  upon  the  cool  grass  at  Green 
Pond;  collins,  long  and  chill  under 
the  blue  Connecticut  Valley  skies; 
'tinis,  palate  tempting  by  the  cool 
waters  of  the  college  pond;  Home- 
coming Weekend  and  everyone  drunk, 
ma  m."  She  smiled  slightly  and  we 
knew  everything  would  turn  out  all 
right. 

I suppose  you’re  right,  son.  A 
smile  for  our  guests  is  in  order.  But 
we’ll  always  keep  a warm  spot  in  our 
hearts  for  those  who  are  called  into 
the  world,  won’t  we?  Say,  do  you 
remember  what  the  baseball  Yankees 
did  for  Babe  Ruth?”  She  winked  slyly. 

Comprehension  came  over  us  slow- 
ly. "Why  that’s  a wonderful  idea. 
We’ll  hang  their  teacups  on  the  wall 
with  Jasinski's  and  Bunshoft’s  and  the 
rest.  It’s  the  least  we  can  do!” 

"Of  course.  Now  about  that  picnic 
at  Green  Pond  . . .” 
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The  Three  Bears 


A Be-bo|>  Fable  of  Umieland 


Like  you  know,  once  upon  a time,  many  exams  ago, 
there  were  three  bears:  Daddy-O  Bear,  Sweets  Bear,  and 
Baby  Bear,  all  living  in  a fraternity  house  in  Umieland. 
Now  these  here  fraternity  houses  were  inhabited  by  un- 
inhibated  groups  of  bad  actors  who  were  affectionately 
called  "animals”  by  their  contemporaries.  Even  the  admin- 
istration called  them  animals,  so  the  domiciles  of  these  ani- 
mals were  called  "animal  houses”.  Sorority  houses,  by  the 
same  token,  were  referred  to  as  "dog  houses”.  The  individ- 
ual houses,  anxious  to  supply  themselves  with  an  accurate 
means  of  differentiation,  had  adopted  more  exacting  titles 
to  avoid  sweeping  generalities — such  names  as  Cocker- 
Spaniel  House,  Terrier-House,  Bull-Dog  House,  German 
Shepherd  House,  etc.  One  sorority  became  so  irate  at  the 
confusion  that  they  called  their  particular  pad  "Cat  House”. 
But  I digress.  The  animal  houses,  or  fraternities,  were 
known  by  such  special  handles  as  Elephant  House,  Tiger 
House,  Louse  House,  Out  House,  or  Bear  House. 

Red  Cooper 
and 

Ronnie  Pozzo 


Now  this  here  Bear  House,  which  was  the  home-away- 
from-home  of  the  Three  Bears,  had  been  on  probation  for 
27  semesters.  The  dean  was  their  advisor,  so  they  remained 
on  campus,  but  the  wrath  of  the  IFC  had  left  them  virtual- 
ly memberless — only  three  active  members ! Obviously  this 
was  a handicap  in  Inter-Animal  House  Competition,  and 
the  Bear  House  came  in  last  in  every  activity. 

One  day,  while  the  Three  Bears  had  absented  them- 
selves to  fall  in  on  the  scene  at  the  Zoo  (now  known  as 
the  Drake),  this  freeloader  called  Goldilocks  fell  by  their 
pad,  and  seeing  the  latch  off  the  door  proceeded  to  chow 
and  bow.  After  satisfying  the  pangs  by  breaking  bread, 
she  quaffed  all  the  brew  the  Bears  had  on  ice,  leaving  them 
zip  for  provisions.  She  lounged  and  scrounged  for  about 
15  more  ticks  and  then  decided  to  catch  some  Z's. 

Hung  to  the  moon,  she  staggered  into  the  Bears’  liv- 
ing room  to  rest  and  digest.  The  living  room  was  a jam- 
mer! No  wallpaper,  just  45  years  of  composite  pictures 
covered  the  walls,  and  they  grew  progressively  smaller  in 
size,  the  last  few  only  having  three  people  in  them — the 
three  probation-plagued  Bears.  Being  a hep  chick,  Goldie 
checked  out  the  hi-fi,  which  was  a machine  one  of  the 
since-graduated  brothers  had  made  while  he  was  up  the 

Continued  on  page  22 
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LES  TROIS  BEARS 

Une  Histoire  Francaise 

by  Andre  Gide 


ONCE  UPON  un  temps  there  was  une  petite  jeune 
fille  named  Goldilocks.  Elle  lived  dans  une  petite  maison 
at  l edge  of  1c  woods.  Un  jour,  Goldilocks  went  a le  for- 
est pour  pick  les  blueberries.  Elle  had  not  been  dans  le 
woods  pour  too  long  belore  she  became  perdu,  et  since  les 
students  de  L’Universite  de  Massachusetts  sont  sur  vaca- 
tion, il  y a no  one  pour  search  pour  pauvre  Goldilocks. 

Apres  elle  had  wandered  around  dans  le  woods  pour 
une  heure,  elle  came  upon  une  tres  petite  maison  dans  un 
clearing.  Elle  saw  smoke  rising  from  le  chimmeny,  et  la 
porte  was  open.  "Hot  Ziggety,”  dit  petite  Goldilocks,  "Je 
suis  found."  Et  so,  dancing  gaily,  elle  entre  la  petite 
maison. 

"Qui  est  home?”  crie  Goldilocks,  mais  il  n’ya  pas  un 
answer.  "Oh  well,”  said  Goldie,  "je  guess  je  shall  make 
moi-meme  at  home.  Et  elle  did,  too. 

Le  premier  chose  that  elle  did  was  cherche  pour  some- 
thing to  mange,  et  dans  le  kitchen,  elle  found  trois  bowls 
de  Rice  Krispies.  "Je  suis  hungry,”  dit  Goldilocks,  "et  les 
Rice  Krispies  are  bon.”  Avec  that  elle  took  de  milk  from 
E icebox,  et  elle  mangeait  les  Rice  Krispies. 

Apres  finishing  les  trois  bowls  de  cereal,  elle  felt  tres 
tired,  et  elle  decided  to  alle  a sleep.  Dans  le  bed-room  elle 
saw  trois  beds,  et  being  une  rather  short  juene  fille,  elle 
chose  le  plus  petit.  Soon,  elle  etait  dormant. 

Meanwhile,  il  y a trois  bears,  (non,  pas  Patty,  Maxine, 
et  Laverne)  qui  were  returning  a la  maison,  ou  ils  lived. 
Il  y a pere  bear,  le  mere  bear,  et  le  bebe  bear.  Le  pere 
bear  ouvred  la  porte  et  dit,  Quel’qu'un’s  been  dans  ma 
maison.” 

La  mere  bear  dit,  "Quelqu’un’s  been  dans  ma  maison." 

Et  le  bebe  bear  dit,  "Les  Revenuers!” 

Avec  that,  le  pere  bear  walked  into  la  maison  et  looked 
at  la  kitchen  table  et  dit,  "Regardez!” 

Then,  le  mere  bear  dit,  "Call  les  gendarmes,  nous  have 
been  robbed.” 

Le  bebe  bear  merely  dit,  "Qui  in  Hell  a stolen  mes 
Rice  Krispies?”  Vous  see,  le  bebe  bear  was  tres  fond  des 
Rice  Krispies. 

Upon  entende  ce  racket  dans  le  kitchen,  Goldilocks  se 
leve  et  dit  a lui-meme,  "Maintenant  je  suis  dans  trouble.” 
A ce  moment,  les  trois  bears  came  bursting  dans  le  bed- 
room, et  Goldilocks,  surprise,  let  out  une  petite  geshray.  Le 
pere  bear  stalked  over  a lui  et  dit,  "Qui  are  vous,  et  que 
are  vous 

Goldilocks  knew  that  elle  could  be  arrete  sur  un  break- 
ing-and-entering charge;  so  elle  smiled  et  dit,  "Je  suis 
perdu,  je  suis  dans  Shutesbury,  non?” 


Non,  vous  ain't  dans  Shutesbury,  ma  petite  perdu 
chicken,  1 dit  le  pere  bear.  Avec  this,  et  amid  les  encourag- 
ing shouts  de  la  mere  bear,  le  pere  bear  etait  about  to  leap 
at  pauvre  Goldilocks.  Mais  soudainment,  le  bebe  bear  dit, 
Tenez,  pere  bear,  et  don't  harm  cette  jeune  fille.”  Bien, 
avec  that,  petite  Goldilocks  a jete  her  arms  around  le  bebe 
bear  et  lui  donne  a great  big  baiser.  A ce  point,  le  usual 
happened;  le  bebe  bear  a tourne  into  a prince,  complete 
avec  un  sword  avec  quic  il  ran  le  pere  bear  right  through 
le  gut.  Le  pere  bear  a tombe  a le  floor,  mort,  et  le  mere 
bear  simplement  stood  there  flabbergasted,  while  le  prince 
(qui  etait  once  le  bebe  bear)  caught  le  fainting  Goldilocks 
dans  his  arms. 

Naturcllement,  le  prince  et  Goldilocks  were  married  et 
lived  heuressement  ever  apres.  Le  mere  bear  ran  away  et 
joined  le  cirque,  ou  elle  became  fameuse.  Le  pere  bear,  as 
far  as  nous  know,  est  encore  lying  sur  le  floor  avec  un 
sword  dans  son  gut.  Je  know  that  cet  histoire  n’est  pas 
raunchy,  mais  a l'LIniversite  de  Massachusetts,  what  do  vous 
expect,  Honore  de  Balzac? 

Le  fin 


Short 


The  “C”  Store 
Barber  Shop 


TWO  SIDES  TO  THE  STORY 

Or  a Weekend  on  Campus 


I had  absolutely  the  most  divine 
weekend.  Absolutely  divine!  He 
picked  me  up  at  the  station  you  know, 
and  we  went  right  back  to  his  fra- 
ternity clubhouse  and  I met  all  the 
little  pledgies,  only  they  weren't 
pledges  any  more  because  they  had 
just  inebriated  them.  And  this  doll  of 
a man  with  white  hair  was  leading 
everyone  in  songs  all  about  the  grand 
old  tradition  of  the  frats.  Just  so 
quaint!  He  was  the  perfect  gentleman. 
I mean  my  date.  He  took  me  into  the 
library  because  he  had  a telephone 
call  to  make  and  gave  me  a nice  book 
to  read  and  everything  before  he  left. 
It  was  a very  important  call.  But  when 
he  came  back  we  went  across  the 
street  to  the  most  fabulous  rally!  All 
the  little  bitty  freshmen  with  their 
cute  little  caps  on  were  running 
around  and  they  were  singing  and 
cheering  and  it  was  just  soo  thrilling! 
And  when  it  was  over  we  went  back 
to  the  clubhouse  and  somebody  was 
playing  the  piano  and  you  know  how 
I lose  to  sing.  Well,  I just  got  right 
up  on  the  piano  and  sang  and  every- 
body joined  in  and  we  just  had  the 
most  wonderful  time!  And  the  old 
gentleman  was  singing  with  us  and  it 
was  just  such  fun!  My  little  boy  was 
making  a phone  call  again  but  he 
came  back  eventually  and  we  just  had 
the  swellest  time.  Then  we  went  down 
to  this  cute  little  cellar  they  have  fixed 
up  like  a game  room.  There  must  be 
some  superstition  about  lights  in  that 
place;  those  boys  all  have  such  cute 
little  traditions.  I tried  to  turn  on  a 
light,  because  it  was  sort  of  dark  and 
everybody  screamed ! And  later  on  I 
did  it  upstairs  and  I nearly  got  killed 
. . . but  that’s  running  ahead  of  my 
story.  Anyway,  we  had  this  beer  and 
I don't  know  what  all  happened  buf 
it  went  right  to  my  head ! But  it  was 
really  funny!  I mean  we  were  danc- 


by  Gimple  Fiebish 

ing  to  this  juke-box  and  I kept  bump- 
ing into  the  strangest  people ! But 
I’m  sure  nobody  minded.  I mean, 
everybody  thought  I was  so  funny  and 
kept  giving  my  date  these  cute  know- 
ing looks ! So  like  I started  to  tell  you, 
we  went  upstairs  later  on  and  he  has 
the  cutest  room!  I mean  there  isn’t 
much  furniture  except  for  this  couch 
that’s  about  eight  feet  long  but  it’s 
real  cute.  They’ve  got  signs  and  every- 
thing on  the  walls.  There  was  one  that 
said  "No  Dogs  Allowed  and  it  was 
all  this  real  collegiate  stuff  and  all. 
But  there  was  someone  there  and  that 
was  when  I was  going  to  turn  on 
the  light;  they  must  have  been  sleep- 
ing because  there  was  a towel  they 
probably  used  when  they  scrubbed  up 
hanging  on  the  doorknob.  Anyway, 
he  pretended  to  get  mad  when  I tried 
to  turn  on  the  light  but  I know  he 
couldn’t  have  meant  it,  because  every- 
one just  loved  me  up  there!  I tell 
you,  they  just  adored  me!  Well  it  was 
getting  sort  of  late  and  all  the  girls 
had  to  go,  so  he  put  me  in  a car  and 
someone  took  me  to  this  lady’s  house 
where  I was  staying  for  the  weekend. 
And  the  next  day  was  even  more  fun. 
I guess  he  must  have  slept  late  be- 


cause he  didn’t  pick  me  up  until 
about  noon  and  he  looked  pretty 
tired.  But  that  didn’t  bother  me!  We 
went  to  the  football  game  and  it  was 
really  exciting,  except  I dropped  my 
purse  by  accident  under  the  bleach- 
ers, but  there  were  only  a couple  of 
touchdowns  while  he  was  gone  look- 
ing for  it  so  I don’t  think  he  could 
have  minded  missing  part  of  the 
game.  But  the  other  team  won.  You 
know  my  brother  went  to  Williams 
and  so  I had  to  root  for  them.  It 
was  really  lucky  I did  or  they  never 
would  have  won ! So  I was  so  happy 
when  it  was  over.  It  was  really  a 
good  game  because  he  gave  me  his 
jacket  when  I got  cold  and  he  was 
so  gentlemanly;  I mean,  he  didn’t 
say  anything  offensive  or  anything 
like  that  because  they  were  losing.  I 
mean  he  hardly  said  anything  at  all! 
But  I kept  the  conversation  going, 
just  so  he  wouldn’t  get  bored.  And 
when  it  was  over  I didn’t  cheer  or 
anything  because  I thought  he  might 
not  like  my  cheering  for  the  other 
team  during  the  game  and  I wanted 
to  make  up  for  it.  So  I just  went 
over  to  the  bench  and  I said  to  the 
coach,  real  cute-like,  "Better  luck 


"Well,  if  a girls  got  a good  figure,  why  shouldn’t  she  show  it?’’ 

— El  Burro 
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next  time!”  And  I tried  to  console 
all  the  football  players  at  the  party 
after.  They  were  all  so  cute!  One  ot 
them  was  real  playful  and  he  picked 
me  up  and  pretended  he  was  going  to 
throw  me  out  the  door,  but  one  of 
the  other  ones  pretended  to  rescue 
me ! They  all  loved  me  there.  The 
little  old  gentleman  was  back  again 
and  he  was  singing  and  I joined  in. 
Of  course  I didn't  drink  anything  at 
all,  because  drinks  and  me  just  don't 
mix,  but  I tried  a special  drink  that 
n 7 date  made  for  me  in  his  room  and 
it  was  so  good ! I really  don't  re- 
member much  more  of  the  afternoon 
but  later  we  all  went  out  to  eat  at 
a restaurant  and  my  date  was  so 
nice,  he  bought  me  a sirloin  steak. 
He  said  he  wasn’t  very  hungry.  But 
my  steak  was  just  divine!  And  later 
that  night  we  went  back  to  the  club- 
house and  had  the  most  fabulous 
time  dancing  and  all.  It  was  just 
great.  And  he  made  me  another  one 
of  these  drinks  and  it  was  great. 
They  must  have  a lot  of  people  sleep- 
ing in  the  house  because  there  were 
all  these  towels  on  the  door  knobs. 
His  room  is  really  cute  like  I told 
you.  But  I must  have  had  too  much 
to  drink  or  something  because  I don’t 
remember  anything  except  his  carry- 
ing me  out  to  the  car  when  it  was 
time  to  go.  I didn’t  feel  too  good  the 
next  day  and  I had  to  take  the  early 
train  back.  I guess  he  didn’t  feel  too 
good  either  because  he  had  this 
friend  of  his  who  was  with  another 
girl  at  this  lady’s  house  take  me  to 
the  station.  I really  was  sorry  to  go. 
It  was  all  so  ...  so  ..  . j//wulating! ! 
I can  just  hardly  wait  for  another 
weekend  at  Mass  State! 

* * 

Weekend?  What  weekend?  Did 
you  see  my  date?  Christ,  did  I get  a 
turkey;  this  girl  is  so  bad  they 
haven't  invented  an  animal  ugly 
enough  to  describe  her.  First  of  all, 
she  didn’t  shut  her  mouth  for  a min- 
ute. If  she  were  smart  it  wouldn’t 
be  so  bad  but  this  girl  was  absolute- 
ly the  dumbest  broad  I have  ever 
come  across  in  my  life.  As  soon  as  I 


brought  her  back  to  the  house  (that 
was  my  first  mistake;  I shauld  have 
left  her  in  Hamp)  she  started.  You 
know  old  Cavis  09 — the  one  who  was 
the  president  of  the  Stock  Exchange 
until  last  year — well  he  was  pretty 
clobbered  so  he  was  singing  dirty 
songs.  That  didn’t  phase  her.  And 
when  he  pinched  her  she  just  went 
right  on  singing.  And  so  far  off  key. 
God.  It  was  too  much  so  I left  her  in 
the  house  library  and  went  upstairs 
and  emptied  that  half-pint  of  Scotch 
we  had.  Things  started  looking  up, 
but  not  very  far.  At  the  rally  she 
made  a complete  ass  of  herself  and 
was  leading  cheers.  I tried  to  hide 
myself  in  the  crowd,  but  she  found 
me.  I tried  a few  beers  when  we  got 
back  and  whatever  effect  they  had 
was  removed  when  she  started  turn- 
ing on  lights  in  the  bar.  On  one 
aeer  she  got  higher  than  a kite  and 
she  was  tripping  up  people  on  the 
dance  floor,  when  she  wasn’t  stepping 
on  my  feet  which  was  practically  the 
whole  time  we  were  dancing.  I 
thought  somebody  was  going  to  sock 
her,  really!  Actually  I thought  I was 


going  to  sock  her.  I finally  got  rid  of 
her  and  had  one  of  the  guys  drive 
her  to  her  boarding  house.  The  next 
day  I was  sort  of  hung  over  and  I 
didn’t  get  up  until  late,  but  it  was 
just  postponing  the  execution.  Be- 
tween her  yapping  and  my  hangover 
the  game  was  worse  than  three  years 
in  Buchenwald.  And  the  dumb  idiot 
was  cheering  for  Williams!  I missed 
half  the  game  looking  for  her  pocket- 
book  under  the  bleachers.  After  the 
game  she  ran  over  to  the  coach  and 
said  "I  guess  the  team  should  prac- 
tice a little  more,  huh?  Better  luck 
next  time!”  I thought  for  sure  he 
was  going  to  sock  her.  I would  have 
helped  him,  to.  She  started  playing 
up  to  Cavis  at  the  cocktail  party  after- 
wards but  he  was  so  out  of  it  he 
just  was  dumbfounded.  I finally  de- 
cided I d fix  her  but  good.  So  I took 
her  up  to  the  room  and  mixed  her  a 
drink  with  some  rye  and  some  gin 
and  a little  dash  of  cognac  and  filled 
the  rest  of  the  glass  with  Coke.  The 
girl  went  ape.  I have  never  seen  any- 
one get  plastered  so  fast  in  my  life! 

Continued  on  page  24 
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MORNING  BLUES 


EARLY 

The  other  morning,  having  arisen 
just  as  the  magnifi-specter  of  the  sun 
burst  forth  upon  the  ruins  of  the  Stu- 
dent Union,  I pulled  on  my  combat 
boots  and,  having  vested  myself  in  the 
finest  rainments,  tripped  the  Light 
Fantastic  to  our  beloved  Dining  Com- 
mons where  I feasted  sumptuously  on 
luke  warm  coffee.  Never  before,  in 
the  many  years  I have  been  partaking 
of  the  nectar  of  the  bean,  have  I tast- 
ed such  a bilious  brew  as  this.  At  first 
glance  it  reminds  one  to  a marked  de- 
gree of  the  Biblical  definition  of  sin, 
while  it  tastes,  on  better  days  (assum- 
ing some  days  are  better  days)  precise- 
ly like  melted  mud.  It  is  renowned 
(or  notorious)  for  its  strength  and 
one  must  continually  beat  it  with  the 
spoon  else  it  will  crawl  from  the  cup 
and  escape.  It  is  credited  with  great 
medicinal  values  since  it  contains  every 
acid  known  to  man  and  is  made  un- 
der the  strictest  sanitary  conditions  at 
the  beginning  of  each  school  year.  It 
is  also  superb  for  removing  stains, 
thinning  paint,  and  my  roommate  gets 
ten  miles  to  the  gallon  using  it  in  his 
car. 


Finally  with  the  help  of  Heaven 
and  the  law  of  Gravity  I forced  it 
down  and  was  about  to  depart  when 
I remembered  that  I had  been  assessed 
forty  dracmas  for  what  is  so  loosely 
called  "Breakfast”.  Therefore  I decid- 
ed I was  entitled  to  a bit  more  and 
within  a few  moments,  by  virtue  of 
sheer  strength  and  a "Leprosy”  sign 
hung  about  my  neck,  I stood  before 
the  counter  holding  the  egg  treat.  To 
think  American  chickens  could  sink 
so  low.  I regarded  it  for  a moment, 
then  pulled  the  "Unclean”  sign 
from  around  my  neck  and  propped  it 
on  the  glass.  Credit  where  credit  is 
due. 

I passed  the  hot  cereals  and  other 
delicacies  as  quickly  as  possible  for  I 
was  already  violently  ill  and  I hate 
to  make  scenes  in  public.  I was  just 
about  to  seize  a bottle  of  milk  when  a 
thunderous  voice  burst  upon  me: 
"What  art  thou  doing?”  "Oh  sire,” 
I beseeched,  showing  the  treasure  I 
had  clenched  in  my  bony  little  hands, 
"All  I desire  is  this  lactate  fluid  ex- 
tracted from  the  female  of  the  bovine 


species.”  "But  thou  hast  passed 
through  once  already!”  He  countered, 
taking  frequent  slashes  at  my  throat 
with  his  razor.  "Ay  excellency,”  I con- 
fessed, "But  I have  paid  the  just  price 
and  I took  out  little  before!”  He 
turned  maroon  and  began  chewing  on 
the  cash  register  keys  with  a vacant 
look  in  his  eyes  so  I added:  "If  you 
are  going  to  have  nervous  contusions 
over  money,  why  do  you  not  have 
numbers  marked  on  the  meal  tickets? 
Since  very  few  can  stomach  the  whole 
meai  at  one  time  they  could  make  up 
for  it  later  when  the  pangs  of  hunger 
are  more  pronounced.”  "Begone 
wretch!"  he  screamed,  turning  a deep 
blue  in  color,  "Else  I pick  up  stones 
and  cast  them  at  thee!”  "Sire,”  I re- 
plied, "Those  are  not  stones.  They  are 
the  potatoes  for  tonight’s  supper.” 
And  having  spoke  thus  I turned  away 
defeated  and  envisioned  my  forty  du- 
cats waiting  upon  the  tedious  shores 
of  Lethe.  Millions  of  years  before  they 
could  have  existence,  and  gone  from 
me  forever. 

— Ed  McManus 
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Graduation  . 


As  an  ACCOUNTING  MAJOR,  ibis  fellow  worked  with  num- 
bers all  day,  and  loved  it.  But  be  couldn’t  add  them  up,  and  be  wor- 
ried about  financial  security.  Now,  five  years  after  graduation,  be  has 
all  the  numbers  be  wants  and  can  hire  some  one  to  do  bis  adding  for 
him. 


Binding  be  couldn’t  make  a living  in  his  chosen  field,  the  ENG- 
LISH MAJOR  has  taken  to  sporting  circles  in  search  of  a livelihood. 
The  accounting  major  is  still  making  a fool  of  him,  however. 
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7 HE  C-S7  ORE  COW' BOY  never  went  to  class — 
just  hung  around  sipping  coffee  all  day.  He  hasn't 
changed  a hit  and  still  just  hangs  around.  He  got 
tired  of  coffee,  though. 


THE  CAMPUS  QUEEN  thought  that  all  she 
had  to  do  was  win  a jew  contests  and  she  would 
have  no  trouble  getting  the  MRS  degree  that  she 
came  to  school  for,  but  the  boys  soon  found  out  that 
the  homely  girls  were  cheaper.  Now  she’s  the  best 
looking  scrub-woman  in  the  John  Hancock  Building. 


A fellow  who  loved  to 
join  things,  the  FRATER- 
NITY MAN  is  on  his  way  to 
becoming  a success.  He  be- 
longs to  23  organizations  and 
gets  to  march  in  all  the  pa- 
rades. Of  course  he  can't  hold 
a job , but  his  lodge-brothers 
send  the  wife  and  kids  a 
monthly  pittance. 


They  promised  THE  EN- 
GINEER that  they  would 
teach  him  all  about  electricity 
and  he  would  always  have  a 
steady  job.  Now  he  knows  all 
about  electricity  and  as  long 
as  Howdy  Doody  keeps  going 
he' s got  a steady  job,  but  it's 
kind  of  tough  on  his  feet. 
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McMANUS’  LIVES 


PART  1 


Uncle  Will  Shakespere 


Although  William  Shakespere  was 
born  in  1564,  or  somewhere  around 
there,  his  talent  for  writing  wasn't 
manifested  until  1 592,  or  somewhere 
around  there.  He  supported  himself 
during  the  intervening  years  by  selling 
pornographic  literature  to  the  Quar- 
terly (it  was  an  ardent  desire  of  his 
to  become  an  editor  of  the  latter  mag- 
azine but,  unfortunately,  he  was  emo- 
tionally immature) . 

After  having  spent  a few  years 
bootlegging  cigarettes  to  college  girls, 
he  learned  from  a bookseller  friend 
that  people  were  actually  buying  a 
play  he  had  written  one  night,  a few 
years  earlier,  when  he  was  stewed  as 
a prune.  No  one  could  understand  it, 
but  they  were  ashamed  to  admit  it. 
Shakespere  became  very  famous. 

All  of  Will’s  early  writings  con- 
tained material  which  could  have 
easily  ignited  waves  of  controversy  if 
any  one  had  the  faintest  idea  of  what 
he  was  saying  (as  the  Duke  of  Whif- 
flebury  reputedly  said,  "It’s  so  damn 
confusing.’’).  But  fortunately  no  one 
seemed  to  care  much  so  Shakespere 
plodded  happily  onward  confusing 
countless  thousands. 

Between  blackmarketeering  and 
other  shady  activities,  Will  amassed 
enough  money  to  build  his  famous 
"Theatre  In  The  Round".  He  called 
it  "Theatre  In  The  Round"  because  it 
was  a round  theatre.  Shakespere  wasn't 
as  dumb  as  he  looked. 

It  was  in  this  very  theatre  that  many 


formance  of  his  life  simply  because 
I some  nobleman  in  the  audience  might 
|:  scream  "Off  with  his  head  ”,  leap  upon 
| the  stage,  and  proceed  to  dissect  the 
; young  man  with  his  sword.  This  was 
' a time-honored  tradition  and  it’s  a pity 
,|i  it  died  out. 


Shakespere  wrote  many  plays  ( no 
one  is  quite  sure  why)  and  they  may 
generally  be  divided  into  three  groups: 
Dramas,  Tragedies,  and  Comedies. 
The  ability  to  tell  one  from  the  other 
constitutes  a Shakesperian  authority. 

Will’s  Dramas  are  sad,  very  sad, 
bordering  on  pitiful,  while  his  Trag- 
edies are  precisely  what  the  name  im- 
plies. But  his  Comedies.  Eva  burn  my 
shoes.  They  are  the  very  soul  of  wit. 
To  cite  but  one  example,  in  the  First 
Act  of  "Julius  Caesar"  we  find  the 


funny  (hold  your  sides)  "Why  Rome 
is  room!”  Old  Englishmen  and 
P.H.D.’s  think  this  is  a scream. 

Anyway,  when  the  Gleason  of  the 
day  would  hurl  one  of  these  beauts  at 
the  audience,  their  laughter  would 
border  on  hysteria  and  Shakespere 
would  dash  across  the  stage,  snag  a 
quick  bow,  and  then  leap  into  the 
wings  leaving  the  peasants  in  stitches. 
Even  as  a boy  Shakespere  was  a ham. 

All  of  Will’s  plays  have  been  tradi- 
Continued  on  page  23 
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A Full  Page  Of 
RARE  STAMPS 


n i 

7 he  Victor y Stamp,  as  it 
is  no  iv  called , was  printed 
to  commemorate  the  first 
swimming  of  the  Ouadal- 
quiver  River  by  Amie  Ro- 
berts. Collectors  treasure 
this  stamp  as  the  begin- 
ning of  the  old  saying; 
" Turn  'em  upside  down 
and  they  all  look  the  same 
anyway.” 


[4] 


[2] 

This  stamp,  a familiar  one 
to  all  the  "vets”  on  cam- 
pus, commemorates  the 
first  anniversary  of  the  oc- 
cupation of  Japan.  [5] 

This  stamp  so  incensed  the 
members  of  the  W'CTU 
(Womens  Christian  Tem- 
perance Union)  that  they 
campaigned  for  the  des- 
truction of  every  one.  The 
last  copy  seen  was  posted 
on  the  ROTC  (Reserve 
Officer’s  Training  Corp) 
Bulletin  Board  on  a letter. 
Rather  than  destroy  the 
board,  they  painted  it  over 
so  that  the  offending 
stamp  couldn’t  be  seen. 


m 

This  one,  obviously  a 
misprint,  has  no  value  at- 
tached, which  is  the  main 
reason  that  it  is  being 
added  to  collections  in 
preference  to  # 4 . 


[6] 

The  only  stamp  ever 
printed  to  commemorate  a 
premature  birth. 

— R°g 
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QUARTERLY  STAFF 
INTERVIEW 


Good  evening  ladies  and  gentlemen.  Tonight,  we  feel  that  we  have  been  singularly  honored  by  being  invited  to 
attend  an  editorial  meeting  of  the  Quarterly  staff.  If  you  listen  closely  to  the  following  tape-recording  you  will  hear  Edi- 
tor Elvis  Presley  make  an  unrehearsed,  spontaneous  remark: 


Elvis  Presley:  Where  the  hell's  my  gavel?  (gavel  bang) 
We  shall  now  call  the  roll:  Prose  Editor,  Sam  Cap- 
ston  ? 

Sam  Capstan:  I’m  here.  I'm  sitting  in  this  lousy  chair,  in 
this  lousy  room,  waiting  for  this  lousy  meeting  to  get 


started.  I saw  a show  last  night.  It  stunk.  The  acting 
was  atrocious. 

Elvis  P.:  That  will  suffice  Mr.  Capstan. 

Sam  C.:  The  directing  was  the  only  thing  worse  than  the 
lighting.  It  had  no  redeeming  qualities  whatso  . . . 

Elvis  P. : Poetry  Editor  Lorna  Regalstick? 

Lorna  Regalstick:  I am  among  you  as  truly  as  if  I were 
wafted  by  a gentle  breeze  from  the  North. 

Elvis  P.:  That  was  beautiful  Lorna. 

Sam  C. : I thought  it  stunk. 

Elvis  P. : That  will  suffice  Mr.  Capstan ! Now  that  we’re 
all  here,  let’s  begin  planning  our  next  great  issue ! I 
have  another  doozy  for  "Comment  In  Print".  Just  get 
this:  "In  1763  Ezra  Hazeldoc  wrote  of  the  latrine  sit- 
uation in  Yugoslavia.  Now  that  some  of  these  same 
latrines  have  tennis  courts  we  hate  like  hell  to  call 
them  latrines”!  Isn’t  that  sensational? 

Sam  C.:  What  does  it  mean? 

Elvis  P.:  Mean?  Mean?  It  doesn't  mean  anything!  It  isn’t 
supposed  to  mean  anything!  Who  ever  heard  of  one 
of  my  "Comment’s"  making  sense?  You’re  trying  to 
ruin  me! 

Sam  C. : No,  no,  I just  thought  . . . 

Elvis  P.:  Now  I see  your  game!  You’re  trying  to  make 
me  write  something  logical  so  you  can  noise  it  all  over 
the  campus  "E.  P.’s  slipping,  he’s  starting  to  make 
sense” ! 

Sam  C.:  No,  that  isn’t  it  at  all!  I merely  . . . 

Elvis  P. : 1 kill  you  for  that! 

Lorna  R.:  (sounds  of  scuffle)  Boys,  break  it  up!  Elvis! 
Stop  twisting  Sam’s  neck  like  that!  Let  him  up! 

Elvis  P.:  I showed  ’im  boy.  He  won’t  say  I make  sense 
again. 

Lorna  R. : Now  that  we’re  settled  again  I have  a treat  for 
you  both ! Look ! A new  poem ! 

Elvis  P.:  Ah,  a wonderous  poem  by  Lorna!  Stop  gasping 
for  breath  Capstan  and  hear  the  wonderous  poem  by 
Lorna ! 

Lorna  R.:  It’s  called,  "A  Nightly  Abstraction”. 

Sam  C. : That’s  a lousy  title. 

Elvis  P. : Shut  up  Capston ! Lorna  precious,  why  not  call  it 
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"Reveries  Of  An  Albatross"  just  to  make  it  sound 
more  literary? 

Lorna  R.:  All  right  then,  here  it  is,  "Reveries  Ot  An  Al- 
batross": 

I love  to  pick  the  blades  of  grass, 

Infected  with  Uranium, 

I weave  them  into  little  bows, 

And  wear  them  on  my  cranium. 

Elvis  P. : That  was  heart-rending  Lorna. 

Sam  C.:  It  made  me  sick  too. 

Lorna  R. : I have  another  if  you'd  like  me  to  . . . 

Sam  C.:  One’s  enough. 

Elvis  P.:  We  really  must  move  into  committee  reports.  Cap- 
stan, have  we  another  art  insert  for  this  issue? 

Sam  C. : I’m  sorry  to  report  that  Mother  Brown's  Day 
School  has  moved  into  learning  the  alphabet  and  they 
can  t draw  for  us  again  until  next  year. 

Elvis  P.:  Shame.  What  about  stories? 

Sam  C. : I had  one  almost  finished  before  I noticed  it  had 
a plot.  I destroyed  it  at  once! 

Elvis  P.:  Good  thinking.  Good  thinking. 

Sam  C.:  Well  Prisley,  I figured  it  like  this  . . . 

Elvis  P. : Not  "Prisley"  Capstan,  "Presley"  "Elvis  Presley"! 
No  doubt  you've  heard  my  heart-pounding  records? 

Sam  C.i  I think  they  stink. 

Elvis  P.:  I kill  you  for  that! 

Lorna  R.:  (sounds  of  scuffle)  Boys,  break  it  up!  Elvis! 
Stop  twisting  Sam's  neck  like  that!  He’s  turning 
green ! 

Elvis  P. : I showed  im  boy.  He  won’t  say  I stink  again. 

Sam  C.:  (gasp)  What  (gasp  gasp)  are  we  using  for  a 
cover  ? 

Elvis  P. : The  same  thing  we’ve  used  all  year!  A blank  page 
with  little  squares  on  one  side.  People  think  it’s  sup- 
posed to  mean  something.  They  eat  that  right  up. 

Sam  C.:  I think  the  covers  stink. 

Elvis  P.:  I thought  those  covers  up!  I kill  you  for  that! 

Sam  C. : Here  we  go  agi  . . . whoops  . . . 

Lorna  R.:  (sounds  of  scuffle)..  Boys,  break  it  up!  Elvis! 
Stop  twisting  Sam's  neck  like  that!  His  eyes  are  bulg- 
ing! 

Elvis  P.:  I showed  im  boy.  He  won’t  say  my  covers  stink 
again. 

Lorna  R. : Sam?  (pause)  Sam?  Sam  boy?  Are  you  all  right 

Sam?  (pause)  Sam?  Elvis,  what’s  wrong  with  Sam? 

Elvis  P. : Probably  asleep. 

Lorna  R. : He’s  quite  pale. 

Elvis  P. : He  always  was. 

Lorna  R.:  Elvis,  I don’t  think  Sam  is  with  us  any  more. 

Elvis  P.:  Do  you  realize  what  this  means? 

Lorna  R. : We  get  a new  Prose  Editor? 

Elvis  P. : What  about  ed  shillings? 

Lorna  R.:  No,  he 

talks 


Continued  on  page  22 
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SENIORS!  Chance  of  a Lifetime!  ALUMNI! 


EVERYONE'S  SUBSCRIBING— WHY  DON'T  YOU? 


Enclosed  you  will  find  50  cents  ($.50)  in  check  or  money  order  for  one  year's  (two 
issues)  subscription  to  YA-HOO,  the  undergraduate  humor  magazine  at  the  University 
of  Massachusetts. 

Please  send  my  two  issues  to: 
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Continued  from  page  6 

river  taking  the  cure  (he  was  trying  to  get  back  on  alco- 
hol). Goldie  blew  all  the  disks,  because  she  was  from  the 
same  school,  man.  You  know,  Brubeck,  Mulligan,  etc. 
"Frantic”,  she  wailed.  "What  a mad  pad  these  cats  have! 
She  was  unaware  of  the  differentiation  we  discussed  earlier, 
and  didn't  know  that  she  was  pailing  and  bailing  from  the 
Bears,  not  the  Cats  which  was  a sorority  on  the  left  bank 
of  Umieland.  But  I digress! 

Tired  Nature’s  sweet  restorer,  balmy  Sleep  began  to 
overtake  our  half-smashed  heroine,  so  she  decided  to  flake 
out.  Being,  as  she  was,  a pretty  smooth  adjudicator  of 
pads,  she  tried  all  three.  The  first  rack  had  cracker  crumbs 
in  it  (Daddy-O  Bear  had  been  known  to  chow  in  bed), 
the  second  was  too  soft  (Sweets  Bear  was  a little  soft  all 
around),  but  the  third  was  just  right,  so  she  slipped  into 
slumberland  on  the  sack  of  Baby  Bear. 

The  Three  Bears  were  flying  home  now  because  the 
scene  had  split  at  the  "mouse  cellar”  (rat  cellar’  was  often 
mistaken  for  the  gambling  room  in  the  basement  of  the 
Rat  House  on  fraternity  row).  Somewhat  out  of  their 
skulls,  they  fell  into  the  Bear  House  to  hoop  down  a few 
mugs  of  the  cup  that  cheers.  Each  found,  however,  that 
someone  had  scoffed  his  bread  and  made  off  with  all  the 
fluid  that  is  made  from  seedless  hops.  "Some  gibb  has  been 
here  and  has  chowed  like  a pig,  man!  bellowed  Daddy-O 
Bear.  "Tu  as  raison,  man,”  agreed  Sweets  Bear.  ”1  get  the 
same  message,”  cried  Baby  Bear.  The  triumvirate,  quite 
shook,  dashed  into  the  living  room  to  check  the  scene,  and 
found  their  cool  records  scattered  and  smashed  all  over  the 
floor  along  with  an  impressive  number  of  empty  beer  cans. 

"What  a bad  show,  said  Daddy-O  as  he  stomped  oft 
to  his  room.  ”1  will  have  to  apply  my  skull  to  this  problem, 
but  in  the  morning,  for  now  I must  rest.’  Inside  his  cham- 
ber he  roared,  "Some  imby  has  been  flaking  on  my  pad!” 
"Don’t  flip,  Daddy-O,”  cried  Sweets,  ”My  bed  has  also 
been  recently  reclined  upon.”  Baby  Bear  went  to  his  room, 
opened  the  door,  looked  in,  and  said  "Goodnight,  broth- 
thers.” 


Continued  from  page  19 

like 

this.  I hate  people  who  feel  that 
they  have  to  write  confusingly. 

Elvis  P. : Well,  let’s  drag  Sam  down  to  the  Drake  and  we’ll 
decide  there. 

Sam  C. : I think  that’s  a lousy  idea. 

Elvis  P.:  I kill  you  for  that! 

Lorna  R.:  (sounds  of  scuffle)  Boys,  break  it  up!  Elvis! 
Stop  twisting  Sam's  neck  like  that!  His  hair  is  turning 
orange!  Let  him  . . . 

And  so  ladies  and  gentlemen,  we  bring  to  a close  to- 
night's transcribed  interview  with  the  Quarterly  staff. 
Thank  you,  oh  Chroniclers  Of  Our  Time,  for  your  com- 
plete co-operation.  Ed  McManus 
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Continued  from  page  15 
tionally  ruined  by  little  theatre  groups 
throughout  the  ages.  They  don’t  know 
what  they’re  saying,  the  audience 
doesn't  know  what  they’re  saying,  but 
everybody  has  one  helluva  time  and 
that’s  all  that  really  counts  anyway. 

The  aging  Bard  of  Avon  made  his 
will  on  March  25,  1 6 1 6 (always  won- 
dered about  that  date  haven't  you?) 
and  he  died  a few  months  later.  Mak- 
ing a will  was  quite  a job  in  those 
days. 

When  Shakespere  departed  for  the 
better  world  (always  give  people  the 
benefit  of  the  doubt)  he  left  to  poster- 
ity a great  slew  of  sonnets  and  thirty- 
eight  of  his  own  momentus  plays,  all 
of  which  were  written  by  Christopher 
Marlowe,  but  that’s  another  story. 

— Ed  McManus 


Hi-Fi  Tape 


and  all  your 
OTHER  NEEDS 
at 


WELLWORTH 

PHARMACY 


23 


Keep  Clothes  Clean 

at  the 


Amherst 

Laundromat 

nr 


OFF  MAIN  STREET 


Tel.  AL  3-5333 


Mmtse  nf  Walsh 


COLLEGE 

OUTFITTERS 


9*t  the  Sltujjjjle 

A corpulent  maiden  named  Croll 
Had  an  idea  exceedingly  droll; 

At  a masquerade  ball 
Dressed  in  nothing  at  all 
She  backed  in  as  a Parker  House  Roll! 
* * * 

"Who  gave  the  bride  away?" 

"I  could  have,  but  1 kept  my  mouth 
shut.” 

* * * 

Some  people  have  no  respect  for 

age — unless  it’s  bottled. 

* * * 

A group  of  fresh  recruits  in  the 
Navy  was  gathered  dismally  by  the 
rail  their  first  day  at  sea.  An  old  salt 
joined  them  and  inquired  sarcastically, 
"What’s  the  matter,  fones,  got  a weak 
stomach?” 

" Hell  no,”  gasped  fones,  "I’m 
throwing  it  as  far  as  the  others.” 

* * H= 

She  was  the  belle  of  the  toivn  until 
somebody  tolled  on  her. 


Continued  from  page  9 
And  she  kept  asking  for  another  one. 
Christ!  She  ran  downstairs  and  started 
pinching  alumni.  She  even  pinched 
the  Captain  of  the  football  team  and 
he  had  tried  to  throw  her  out  the 
door  bodily  before.  (I  would  have 
helped  him  too,  but  the  house  advisor 
didn’t  go  for  the  idea  too  much.  She 
pinched  him  too  later  on.)  Finally 
we  went  to  dinner  and  the  pig  or- 
dered a six-buck  steak!  I had  a ham- 
burger. We  went  back  to  the  house 
and  I thought  for  sure  she  was  going 
to  barf  from  all  that  liquor  and  the 
steak  on  top  of  it.  But  the  idiot 
wanted  more,  and  far  be  it  from  me 
to  refuse  a lady.  Eventually  she  got 
completely  blind.  At  twelve-thirty  I 
carried  her  downstairs  to  someone’s 
car  and  dumped  her  in  it.  Someone 
drove  her  home  I guess.  I sure  as 
hell  didn’t.  For  that  matter  I haven’t 
seen  her  since.  For  all  I know  she 
may  still  be  in  her  boarding  house. 
But  it  turned  out  to  be  a pretty  profit- 
able weekend  after  all.  You  know — 
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Ya-Hoo 


ALL  ROADS  LEAD  TO  WIGGINS 


AT  NORTHAMPTON  HOTEL 


Sororities  and  Fraternities — Parties  and  Banquets 


A COLLEGE  TRADITION  down  through  the  years 


Join  the  switch  to  WINSTON  and 
enjoy  filter  smoking  ! 

t If  you  haven’t  tried  W instons  yet,  you  have 
i most  pleasant  surprise  in  store.  This  filter 
cigarette  tastes  good— like  a cigarette  should ! 

No  wonder  Winston  is  already  America’s  first 
choice  among  all  filter  cigarettes. 

Winston  brings  you  full,  rich,  tobacco  flavor. 

What’s  more,  the  exclusive  Winston  filter 
works  so  well  the  flavor  really  gets  through 
to  you.  Try  Winston! 
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R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co..  Winston-Salem.  N.  C. 


Real  flavor -that's  WINSTON  ! 


WINSTON 
tastes  GOOD.' 


Smoke  WINSTON  the  filter  cigarette  America  enjoys  most  of  all 
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